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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I. Mr. Solomon Trait bcgftn
ecmlcal narration of story, Introdurlnc to
well-to-d- o Nathan Bctidder of hi town,
end Kdward Van Hrunt and Uurtln
Hartley, two rich Son Yorkers tooklng
rst. Because of latter pair's lavish

of money, Pratt'f firot Imprea-lio- n

f i connected with lnnatlci.

CHArTF.K I!. The. arrival ot James
Stopper, Van Brunt's vulet, gavo Pratt
sthe. des)rd Information about tha Now
Yorkers. Thev wished to live what Ihey
termed "The Natural llfe," Van Brunt,
It wan learned, was the suere.ssful suitor
for the haul of Miss Acnes Vags, who
rave Hartley up.

CHAPTER HI. Sol Pratt w.u tncaeed
a cook and tne p.irty decided to upend

July Fourth In aastwlch.
CHAPTER IV -- They took luneh at

Kastwlrh, nn Ilrunt, Hartley, Pratt and
Hopper, attending.

CHAPTER V.-- At Fourth of July
Hnrtlcy rescued a boy, known as

'lleddy." from under a horfo's feet and
the urchin proved to be ono of Miss
Pace's charRcs, whom she had taken to
tho country for an outing. Mini Pace
and Hartley wero separated during a
fierce storm, which followed the picnic.
Out sailing I.V'T, Vtm Hrunt, Hartley,
l'ratt and Hopper wore wrecked la a
eriuall.

CHAPTER VI. -- Search for thm re-

vealed an Inland upin which they wr
found. Van Hrunt rented it and called
it Ozone island.

CHAPTER VTt-Th- ev iled oa the
Island and Owner Scudder hro'tcht ridic-
ulous presents, as a token of gratitude

CHAPTER VIII -I- nno'-ently Hartley
nd Hopper In enrch for clams robbed a

private ''riuabautfl'.." Lain at nizht the r
Island home u"p,p7h'r " '

i The 'Tresh-Alrers- "

First I tried that door, then Hartley
tried it, and then Van; each of us Just
as soft and quint as possible. Than
we listened. Not a sound.

Than Van catches mo by tho ana
and begins to pull mo and Martin back
alone the hall. When we got to the
end, by the parlor door, he whispers,
low and cautious:

"We must break the doo;-- down. It's
locltad on tho Inside. Hotter turn It
lamp on tho stairs. Hotter turn It
down, too. A light gives the other man
all the advantago If It comes to shoot-
ing. Now ready, when 1 say the wort,
AH rush together. One two "

"Walt a minute," whispers Hartley
.he was always cool-heade- "Where's

"J4m?s?" repeats Van. "What?
James?"

'Vomes?" says I. And then I begun
to got my senses back. Wake a feller
up out of a sound sleep tho way we
was and It takes a few minute for htm
to set cn earth again.

"James!" says I. "I'll be"
"Idiot I" says Van, speaking about

fctue.f, I judge. Then he walks down
the ha.l and gives that door a kick.

"Jnrr-es,- he sings out. "Is that you?
Open this door."

For a second or two there wa'n't a

so'-i- d. Then a volco says, weak and
cbAt'.ery "O-o-l- my houl!"

tho matter with him?" says
Vi. "I'j he hurt? Whore's the key,

nkippor? Inside, of course. Hut but
whero's tho keyhole?"

Thsn I remembered. "There ain't
nny keyhole," I says. "Thero'n no

lock on the door."
"Then what ? Come on, Martin."
He Ret his shoulder to the door and

commenced to shove. Mo and Hart-
ley helped, and the door begun to
open. It opened slow, because tho din-

ing table and two or three chairs and
the chest of drawers was braced
against It. Wc pot In finally.

"Bring the lamp," nays Hartley. I

done It. The room was empty.
"James!" hollers Van. ".lames'."
The closet door opens Just a orack.

Then it swung wide and his lordship,
half dressed and white as an old clam-

shell, staggers Into the room.
"Oh!" savB he. "Oh. Mr. Van

Brunt, sir!''
He was shaking like a palsy.
"What alls you, man?" says Hartley.

"Speak up."
The valet rolls hla eyes around to

tae.
"I seen It," he says. "I seen It plain.

Wa 'lm!"
"Him? Who?" says I.

"Tho ghost. The old cove as owned
this 'ouse. T. was up 'n my room

for me."
"What are you talking about?" asks

Van, impatlont I begun to seo light,

but the Heavenlles didn't not yet.
" 'n was up In my room, air," said

Lord James, wild llkn. "I 'ad mo coat
and waistcoat off, sir, and then I goes
over to tho mirror Intending to see
if mo face looked as 'ot as It felt. And
I light3 my lamp and there 'e was a
Blaring at me. 'B 'ad 'Is cad through
the mirror, air. And there was coffins
around, and wreathe. It'n a warning
to mo, sir, I'm a dead man."

And then we began to laugh.
"Tho prfijonts!" says Van, between

roars. "Scudder's heirlooms. Ho! ho!
Ills lordship slared at us like he

thought we was crnsy. I more than
half nitied him. .Martin did too, I

guess, for he siays:
"It's nil right, James. Just ono o

"Mr. Van Brunt's Jokes. You seo'
"But I naw 'lm, sir. 'E was there

and thero was wreaths and coffins
'ung about, and "

"K's all risltt," says I. "Here! como
along and I'll show you. '

But not ono step would ho stir
lerrick wouldn't have lifted him up

Ihcm stairs. 80 I quit trying and wont
sloft and fetched down tho crayon
nlargement and the wreath. Then I

let out to explain.
"Why, you Imbecile!" says Van.

"Where's your taste for art? We
were bantlfylng your room. Taking
off tho bare look, at per Scudder."

Jamos' color begun to come back.
And when It come It como thick. Ho
reddened up so you could Bee It even
through the sun-bur-

"Mr. Van Brunt," he snys, cutting
madder every ralnute, "I give you no-

tice, I leave morning."
"Don't bo an idiot" begins Van,
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"I le.-.-vr morning," ho
I.

shouts. "Ain't it enough to bring mo
this Gawd-forsake- 'olo and work a

me 'alf to death and bllMtcr mo from
ea4 to foot, without this? I give you
warning now. I'm gotng 'time, And
you ho glad I nln't 'nvlng tho law on
you for this outrage. T'ti poor servants
'as rights, and"

There was more, plenty more We
couldn't shut htm up. And the Heav-

enlles' explanations didn't, count either. I
Ho was dead set on leaving In tho
morning.

finally, wc give it up nnd Tent
back ta bed. Lord James said ho was
going to stay In the kitchen nil night.
Nothing would hlro him to sleep in
Marcellus' receiving tomb again.

"Humph!" says Hnrtley, as the
Twins went upstairs, "it looks to me
as If your Joke hod lost us the best
valet you ever had, Van."

Van cussed under his breath. "He
han't leave," he said. "1 must keep

him somehow. He's Invaluable in the
city, and we way go hack there some
time. Not for months, though, of I
course," no adds.

But In the mernlng James was
worse set than ever, he wouldn't help
with breakfast nor nothing, went aloft
at daylight and bcBUit to pack his
trunk. He was goinc to leave, that's
all there was nbout It.

Tho Twin was pretty blue during
breakfast. Van about losing his lord-

ship and Hnrtley on account of sun
burn, I cal'late. 'Twas another ele-

gant day and there was wind enough
to keep the flies end mosquitoes away
from the house. If you got in the lea
anywhere, though, they was laying for

ou In droves. They dldn t bother mo
much, 'count of my hide being tough
and leathery and my flavor too salt
maybe; but they was fattening up fast
on the Heavenllos and James.

About ten o'clock Scudder shows tip
with the first dory load of Fresh Air- -

er6 from the Rastwlch place. Miss
Agnes come along with 'em. Then the
second load come, cap'ned by the Tal-for- d

girl. And fhon there was doings.
Them Fresh Air young ones wa n t

all of a piece with Redny, which was a
mercy. He was a handful In himself,
that little sorrel-to- p was but thero
was enough like him to keep things

ttrred up. Marcelltis' old shingled
prison had to take It that day. There
must have been some stowing in Heav-
en if old Lady Berry could look down
and see them youngHters whooping
and carrytogon In the front parlor. In
Mrs. B.'s day that parlor was a kind
of saint's rept, as you might say, and
to only time anybody opened Its door
was when she sailed In with the broom
and feather duster. And then she

must have had to r.&v.gatc by com-
pass, because, the blinds was always
shut tight and the curtains drawn and
twas too dark to see anything.

Hartley looked out for the children
and Van Brunt piloted tho two slrls
over the place, pointing out where the
garden was going to be some day, and
where tho hens was likely to raost and
the pig to board. They seemed to be
as pleased and tickled as he was, and
thought everything was "lovely" and
"just too quaint and dear." I was
busy cooking and Lord James sulked
out in the barn. He couldn't get away
until late afternoon on account of the
train.

Redny stuck to Hartley like a mud
turtle to a big toe. Ho was right at
his heels all the time. By and by the
pair of 'em como out In the kitchen to
sec me.

"Hello, Andrew Jackson," says I to
the boy. "How do you like this part of
the country?"

"Great!" says he, his eyes snapping.
"Geo, ain't wo having the parh of a
time!"

"Must feed you well over there," I

aavs. "Seems to me you re getting rat
already. Board's up to the mark of
the Newsboys' homo, ain't It?"

"You bet!" snys he. "Chicken, and
pie, and all the milk you want. And

B5akgtlfjga

"I Give You Warning, New, I'm Going
Ome."

croara aw, say!" and ho smacked his
lips.

"How'd you like to live horo all the
time?"

Ho shook his bead. "Naw," he says.
"Too still. Sometimes I can't sleep
good 'cause It's so still, No El, nor
whistles nor fights nor nothing. And
no Chinks to chuck rocks at. Miss
Agony won't let you chuck rocks at
folks anyhow."

"Don't you wish you was back In
New York with your dad?" I says.

"Not much," he says. "The old man
used to club me too good. Whon ho
was full I'd get a belting most every
day."

l looked at Hartley and he at me.

TliK I5UKLINGTON FJtlfiK rKlflSS: TflU LtSPA Y. SEJmSiHBJSll 17, 1B08.

Poor little shaverl It'n when I see hr
some folks treat children that 1 get to
thinking 1 could make a bettor world
than thlB Is.

"Going to run away again?" I asks,
after a minute.

"Naw," says Iledny. "Not while I'm
down here, Miss Agony cries over me
and I'd rather bo licked any time than
that."

Hartley rumpled the youncstor's
hair with his fingcro.

"Sol," he Bays, "there's good hero If
you can get at It. Too much good to
be running to waste. Ah, hum! Must
bo rather plensant to have one or two
of your own; must make life almost
worth living. That's where you and I

havo missed It."
"You've got plenty of tlmo yst," says
"Maybe you'll be down In these dig be

gings nlno or ten year from now with
family of your own."
He smiled, kind of sad nnd one-

sided. Then he got up ntid walked out
to the plnzza. Iledny hung nronnd a
tipell, long enough to aRk a couple mil-

lion questions. Then ho went Into the
parlor with the rest of the young In-

juns. atPretty soon I heard some one speak.
looked through tho doorway nnd seo

tho Page girl coming up the porch
steps alone. Hartley stood up and
lifted his cap.

"Where's Van?" he asked.
"He's down on the beach with Mar-

garet. I came back to look after the
children."

"They're nil right," says Martin.
"Playing games In tho front room."

Agnes stopped for a second In the
doorway. "I don't Just understand,"
she said, hesitating, "why you arohrc.
Is it true that your health la bad?"

"No," he said, with a little laugh.
"I did feel rflthcr gone to seed before

left town, but now I'm having the
time of my life."

"Indeed?" says she So far from
Wall street? I'm surprised."

He didn't seem to answer lenst- -

ways I didn't hear him. Next thing I

knew ho was standing on tho top step.
"Please excuno me," he says, pretty

frosty. "I must speak to James.
Ho went off down the stops and out

of sight. She stood and watched him
a minute, and I thought she looked
puzzled f.nd solemn. Then she went
Into the piirlor.

Wo haa dinner out doors on the
piazza. Whllo It was going on the
grown-upf- . didn't do much talking, It's
precious little fun trying to talk
against a typhoon and an earthquake
mixed, and that's what them Fresh
Air young ones turned that meal Into.
'Twas "Hurrah boys! Stand from tin- -

der!" from the beginning. Whon I

wa'n't filling up flth plate I was dodg-

ing potato skins and similar bou-

quets. They didn't fire m at me, you
understand, but it's always the feller

iSr.i's looking ou at the row who gets
hit. Redny was cap'n of the gun crew.
He could chuck a potato skin with his
left hand and eat with his right and
look pious and shocked all at the same
time.

When the Juniors was filled up and
it wa'n't no slouch of a Job to get 'em
filled they went off to start a riot
somewheres olio and the Twins and
the girls had a chance. Van got to
telling about Scuddor's presents, and he
was funny as usual. That Margaret Tal-for- d

would laugh until I had to Join In
just out of sympathy, even though I

was up to my eyos In soapsuds and
dishwashing. She wns a Jolly girl,
that one; pretty and full of snap
and go.

Nothing would do but them "pres-
ents" must go on exhibition. So Van
logged 'em down from James' room
and lined 'em up on the piazza for In-

spection. He took a stick for a pointer
and gave a lecture about 'om, same
as It they was a panorama, pointing
out what he called the "feeling" and
"atmosphere" of the shell basket and
tho "perspective" of Marcellus In the
crayon enlargement. He had a good
tlmo and so did everybody elso, espe-

cially Miss Talford.
By and by sho clapped her hands.

"Oh!" says sho, "I've got an Idea. Did
you say your man was going to leave
you, Mr. Van Brunt?"

Van heaved a sigh. "Yes," he 3ays.
"I believe he Is. I fear that James
hasn't the artistic temperament. I con-

fess I'm disappointed. He certainly
looked as If he had it; he was sad and
soulful and and dyspeptic. But no;
oven the 'Motherless Homo' didn't ap-

peal to him. He says he's going to-

night."
"I wonder If ho would como over to

tho school?" says she. "We need a
man thero, don't we, Agnes? To help
about the place and look out for the
boys, and to well, to protect us."

"Lucky James!" says Van. "But why

James? Won't Martin hero do or
excuse my blushes myself ?"

But the Talford girl laughed nnd
Bald ha wouldn't do at all. He lacked
dignity, she said, and didn't look the
part. She asked Miss Page If she
really didn't think that James would
be just the man for them. Agnes said
nerhans he would. So the four of 'era
went away for a walk on tne Deacn
and to talk It over.

I'll bet I called that valet anything
but a church member and a good feller
a dozen tlraos oyer while I was diving
Into them dishes. I washed and
washed till, seemed to me, I was
soaked out fresh enough to bllo, like
a pickled codfish. And when the wash-

ing was done there was the wiping. I

laid out a halo or so of dish towels
and pitched In.

Pretty toon somebody says: "Mayn't
I help?"

I swung around and there was Ag-

nes Page. Nice to look at, she was,
too.

"Can't 1 help you, pleaso?" says she
picking up a towel.

"Land sakes, no!" says I. "You'll
spoil your fine clothes. Besides I've
got sort of used to It by this time; my

arm goes round of itself, llko a pad-

dle wheel."
She laughed and grabbed a chowder

plate and commenced to wipe. Sho

done fairly well for anybody who

hadn't practiced much, but she never
would bate won the cup for speed.
One dish every five minutes Is all
right, maybe, If you're getting paid by

the year, but However, I judged her
ma kept hired help to home. I won
dered what she'd done with Hartloy.

Ily and by she says: "Mr. Pratt,
how long do you expect to stay hert"

"Here?" says. I. "On Horsefoot on

Or.ono Island? Land knows, ling's
the Hcavonlles that Is, long's Mr,
Van Ilrunt and Mr. Hartley stay hero,
I guess. It's a restful place, ain't
says I, roachlng for the next stack of
dishes.

She smiled. "No doubt they find It
so," she says. "How do you llko tho
Natural Life?"

"Who me? Oh, I cal'late I shall
like It. tiptop when 1 got a little more
used to It that Is, If 1 last. I wns
oldest boy In a family of nlno, and dad
died youns, so I wa3 brought up Natur
nl, as you might say. It's been somo
time, though, since I had so many a
hours of ctrolgnt-along- ,

Naturalness In tho day's run;
been gottlng artificial and lazy of lato
years, I guess. But I'm tough, and I'll

all right and used to It pretty soon
getting lots of prnctlce. By tho

way," I says, "who wns It that sent 'om
here?"

"Who?" says she, looking surprised.
"Sent? I don't understand."

"Was Mr. Van Brunt and his chum
sent here by the doctor, or who?"

"Why, I didn't, know they were sent
all. I think they came here of their

own aecord."
"Humph!" says I, considering. "Was

any of their folks ever took this way?
Does It run In the families?"

That seemed to tickle her and I

guess oho understood what I meant.
But she didn't answer tho question;
went on tho pickle dish.
Then she says, kind of accidental on
purpose:

"Is Mr. Hartley's health Improving?"
"Oh, yes!" says I. "Ho'3 picking up

some, 'specially In his appetite. Ho
nln't up to Van Brunt In that line yet,
though. Van eats for three; Hartley's
only up to the boy mark
so far. He'd do better If ho didn't hao
thorn blue streakti of his. Seems to
havo something on his mind."

"Perhaps he's troubled nbout leav
ing his business," she suggests, look-

ing sideways at the plcklo dish.
"Guess not," says I looking side-

ways at her. "I don't think I've heard
him mention business since he's been
down. No, 'taln't that, according to
my notion. He ain't in love, Is he?"

She lookod at me then pretty hard;

but I was as wooden-faec- as a cigar
sign.

"Dear me, no," she laughs, brisk. "I
guess not. What made you think
that?"

"Oh, nothing," sayB I. "I ain't ever
b?en took that way myself, hut it
seemed to mo ho had all the symp-

toms. Didn't know but he was fret-tin- e

about somo vounc woman. He's
a fine chap, that young Hartley. It'll
be a lucky girl that gets him

She didn't say much more, but sho
looked at me every once in a while as
if she was wondering. I never let on.
I was as innocent and eaav as the cat
with the cream on It's whiskers. I had
a sneaking hope that I might have
boosted Hartley a little nilte, and I

felt good down one side Then I

thought of Van, and I felt mean all
up the other

After a spell tho Twins and Miss
Talford happened along, and what a
time Van Brunt made when he see his
girl helping mo wipe dishes.

"Well, well!" ho s;.vs. "Is this the
way you hurry back to 'see what the
dear children are doing?' Sol, you old
fasclnato-- , how do you do It? Martin
and I fe:i In love with him at first
sight, Miss Talford; and now look at
Agnes."

"Hold on there," says I. "Don't
sprend it too thick. I nln't got but one
hat that'll do for Sunday, and I want
that to fit mo. I was giving Miss Page
a few lessons In housekeeping, and
you'd ought to thank me for that, Mr.
Van Brunt."

It seems the Talford girl had seen
James nnd ho hail agreed to go to
Eastwich with 'em. 'Twas a good
chance for him, a soft Job and all that.
Truth to toll, I guess he was kind of
sorry about parting from Van alto-

gether, the gleaning mlsht not be so
good In his next boas' berry pasture.

So about six o'clock Scudder come
with his dory and the picnic broke up.
The Fresh Alrers were pretty nigh
played out by this tlmo. The smaller
children was nodding with their heads
on the shoulders of the bigger ones,
and I even had to tote two of the lit-

tlest in my arms down to the beach.
But they was all full fed and sun-

burned and dirty and happy, and
they'd had the bulllest time In their
poor, plnched-u- little lives.

"Well, good-by- , Andrew Jackson,"
says I to Rednv "Had good tlmo
enough to want to come again, havo
you?"

"Sure thing," says he.
"Like it as well here as you do over

at the school?"
"Yup," he says. "Ain't nobody to

plug potato skins at over there."
Ho was a smart little coot. Had tho

makings of a man In him if you du;t
down far enough to get at it.

Lord James comes down to tho
shore tugging his trunk behind him.

"So long, Hopper," fays I. "Shall I

give your love to Marrellus' spook If

It comes gilding again?"
He looked at me very solemn. "You'd

better come too," he ssy.i. "You tnke
my advice and leave this blooming
Island now w'lln you 'avo the chance,
There'll como a time," says he, "when
you won't 'avn it "

He climbed Into the dory and set
down all huddled up In the stern with
his trunk between his knows- - Scuddor
begins rowing and they moved off.

"There," says Van, ipferrlng to hts
lordship, "Koes the final tie tbat binds
us to a sordid past. Shall we sing
'The Last Link Is Broken,' Martin?
Or have you something moro appro
priate to suggest, BklpinT?"

"I have for myself," says I. "It's
'Work, for the Night Is Coming.' "

And I hurried up to the house to get
supper,

CHAPTER X.
The Voyage of the Ark.

The Heavenlles was lato down to
breakfast next morning, owing, I

cal'late, to the loss of Lord James. I

could hear ni hailing ecn other,
asking: "What's become of my golf
Stocking?" and the like of at.
Trouble seemed to be that they had
too many clothes. If they'd been lim-

ited to ono suit for Sunday and a pair
of overalls to cover up the ruins tho
rest of the week, like l w8, they'd
have got alone; better.

Hut they was rigged at last nnd at
breakfast was chipper as a pair of
mackerel gulls. They commenced to
talk garden. Consarn 'em, I hoped
they'd forgot that.

"Tho loam business Ir all right, Sol,"
sayR Van. "Scudder will bring us loam
at threo dollars a boat load. Ho says
It'll take about in boat loads."

"Ho does, hey?" says I. "At three
dollars per? That's generous of him,
Anything else?"

"Yes. Ho Is to continue to bring us
n!lk. Wo have decided that perhaps
for the present we had better not keep

cow."
Small favors thankfully received. I

wan glad that milking wa'n't going to
bo added to tho general Joyfulncss.

"I think that's a nice, d

says I. "Unless you could
learn your cow to cat seaweed, I don't
see"

"Oh, Scuddor could bring nt hay,"
snys Van. "And wo could glvo tho
animal the spare vegetables from the
garden."

" 'Twould be a long tlmo between
meals for the poor critter, I'm afraid,"
says I. "How much Is Nate charging
for tho milk?"

"Nine cents a quart. That'ti oaly
one cent more than you have to pay
In Now York, and, when you consider
how tar he han to bring It, I call It
dirt cheap."

Well, 'twas about as cheap as tho
garden dirt, but I didn't say nothing.

"We're going to raise chickens, too,"
says Hartloy. "Scudder, so Van says,
will sell us live Plymouth Rocks nt 30

cents a pound. Skipper, you might fix
up the poultry yard In your spare
tlmo."

In my "spare" time. There was a Joke
In that, but it. wa'n't so Intended

Then Van Brunt began to preach
"pig." Seems Nato had told him that
the one thing needful to turn Ozono
Island Into a genuine Natural Llfo was
a pig, and of course he, Nate, had the
only pig in creation that was worth
buying.

"He showed It to me the other morn-

ing." says Van. "The prettiest little
black and white fellow you ever saw,
Martin. Miss Talford saw him yes-

terday before sho camo over, and
she said he was a dear. You might be
repairing a sty for him In your odd
moments, Sol."

My odd moments and my even
ones, too, was pretty well filled up for
tho next few days. Tho Heavenlles
loafed and superintended and smoked
and fished and ate. All I had to do
was to turn out with the gulls, and
cook breakfast, and clear away, and
wash dishes, and build hen yards, and
fix up a leaky pig pen, and get ready
them blessed gardens, and sweep and
dust, and dig clams, and raako beds,
and get dinner, and snil a boat, and
chop wood, and bundle up washing for
Nato to take to Huldy Ann, nnd scour
knives, and and well, there was
plenty more. Seven or eight hundred
odd jobs have slipped my memory.

The gardens was ready for planting
on a Wednesday. Nate fetched over
the last dory load of loam the night
afore and I spread It aforo I got sup
per. The chickens and tne hog was to
conle on Thursday. I was to take the
skiff and go after 'em, Nate bolng en-

gaged to cart a carry-al- l load of board-

ers to Oatable. Hujdy Ann was to
havo the live stock at the shore ready
for mo.

"How's the menagerie coming.
Nate?" I asked. "In cages or on tho
hoof?"

"Oh, I'll box 'em for you, Sol," ho
says. "Tho hen3 In one box and the
pig In another. The pig's pretty thin

I mean young, so he won't be no heft
to you."

Wednesday morning the Heavenly
gnrdenlng begun. One patch for Van
Brunt nnd the other for Hnrtley. They
had seeds by the peck, more or less,
brought over by Scudder's express and
charged for at undertaker's prices.
The Twins started in with a ven-

geance. I showed 'em how. For onco
I was superintendent and tho Job
suited me fine nothing would have
tickled mo more, unless 'twas to turn
In nnd tako a nap.

Van takes one hoe and Hartley the
other. Each of 'em was actually
round-shouldere- from the weight of
the seeds in their pockets. They had
cucumbor seeds, nnd melon seeds, and
land knows what, Wonder to me wns
they didn't try oranges and pineapples.
And in the middle of July!

"Now, Martin," says Van. "Here
goes! Bet. you fifty I get the first
cucumber."

"I'll go you," says Martin, shucking
his Jacket. "Sol, what do I do next?"

I Bhowed him. I stnrted 'em even
on cucumber beds. They hoed llko
they went by steam. You never see
such ambitious farmers In your llfo ns
they was Just then.

"Kind of hard work, ain't It?" Fays
I, watching their ront hair get damp
and stick to their foreheads,

"Work?" sayR Van. "This Is recrea-
tion, man!"

"All right," I says. "Heave ahead
and recreate. I've got to work, my-

self."
So I went In and r.wcpt out the din-

ing room. Once In a whllo, through
the open window, I'd get a night of 'em
laying Into the cucumber beds, with
the sun blazing down. I grinned.
When the boot's hDen on one leg too
long It's kind of nice to see somebody
else's corns got pinched.

When they come In to dinner they
was Just slopping over with Joy. Gar-
dening was moro fun than a barrel of
monkeys, But I noticed that when
Van got up from the table ho rlz kind
of "steady by Jerka" as If he had kinks
in his back, and Martin moved his
shoulders slow and easy and said
"Ouch!" under his breath when he
reached too far.

They didn't seem to bo In auy real
hurry to get back to work, cither.
Stayed on the porch, aud smoked two
cigars Instead of one. I had to chuck
out a bint about getting them seeds
covered up quick afore they'd leavo
their chairs. Then they went, and I

could see the hoes moving; but they
moved slower,

They turned In right after supper,
.which was unusual. Next morning I
didn't hear a word about gardens. Tho
conversation was pretty limited and
doleful, being separated with grunts
and groans, so to speak. Whon Van
Hrunt dropped hts napkin he hollered
to me to come and pick It up, and

Hartloy toa wicn ins ltrit nana and
kept tho right In his Jacket side pock-

et. They didn't, snnm to enjoy that
meal hnlf so much ns 1 did.

"Well," Bays I, to brighten things
up; callntt them cucumbers Is
ready to eat, pretty nigh, by this tlmo,
Started on your corn, yet? No? Well,
you mustn't lose no time. It's lato In
tho season now. Como along wtth me
and I'll get you going." I

I headed for the door as I spoke.
They looked nt. each other again.

"It's pretty cloudy for planting, Isn't
it?" asks Hnrtley. "Wo mlgbt be
caught In the rain, you know."

"Rain your granny!" Eays I, "Them
clouds Is nothing but heat fog. It'll
burn right off."

"Walt till we finish our cigars, skip-
per," say3 Van,

"No," says I. "You can smoke and
plant at tho same tlmo. Smoke '11

drlvo away the mosquitoes."
They got up then nnd followed me

out. The I10PB was laying by the bedB
and I handed 'em ono apiece. They
took 'em, not with what you'd call en-

thusiasm, but more tho way the boy
took tho licking believing 'twas more
blessed to glvo than to receive. The
cucumber beds was begun beautiful,
the first hills rounded up lino and
lovely. But tho tail-en- ones looked
llko the pauper section of tho burying
ground, more useful than ornamental.
I showed 'em how to plant tho corn
and went nwav, leaving 'om leaning on
their hoes, with a kind of halo of
mosquitoes aroun-- i their heads. My
talk alxmt smoke wns moro or less
sarcastic; the moiqultooH on Horse-foo- t

Ozone was smoke-cure- and fire-
proof.

1 got the breakfast work done about
ten o'clock and then 'twas time to go
after the pig and the honr. 1 tcok the
skiff oars out of tho barn and thon
walked nrottnd by the gardens to pee
how things was getting on. Th"rn laid
tho hoes by tho place where the corn- -

hills was Intended to lie, but there
wa'n't any corn-hill- s nor any Heavenly
gardeners either; not a sign of 'em. I

hailed once or twice but didn't get any
nnswor. Then I went on down to the.
skill. And there thy was, sorawled
out In the shade of tho pines, as com-

fortable as you please.
"Hello, skipper," says Van Brunt,

turning over on one elbow. "We've
been waiting for you. We're going
with you aflcr the livestock. "

"You are?" says I. "Got your farm-
ing done so early?"

"Noo," he drawls. "Not precisely.
The fact, is Sol, Hartley and I have
decided that agricultural labors are
not "

"Labors?" says I, shoving the skiff
Into the water. "Thought 'twas rocre
ation."

"For definition seo dictionary," he
says. "It's a painful condition, not a
theory, with us Just now. Martin and
I are convinced that what we need is
a sea voyage. Come on, Martin."

Hartloy got up, pretty average gin
gerly, and they climbed Into the skiff.
I pushed off and begun to row.

"Well," I says, after n minute or two,
"It ain't for me to suggest anything
but, Just for greens like tho old worn
an stewed the burdock leaves I'd
like to mention that If you want vege
tables with the dew, and not irlcle.i, on
'em, you'd better be setting the rest
of them seeds Into the ground. What's
the present standing of that cucumber
bof"

Van didn't open his eyes. "You win
it," he says, lazy.

I stopped rowing and lookod at him
over my shoulder.

"Mcnning what?" says I.
"Just that. You win the bet. Like-

wise you cultivate the cucumbers.
Martin and I, In convention assembled,
have nominated you for secretary of
agriculture. We resign."

I'd been expecting It. And I'd made
up my mind what to say. nut I hated
to say It. Thinks I: "I'll wait t!?l I get
back to Ozone."

So I didn't answer, but went on
rowing again. The tide was going out
fast nnd 'twas a hard pull, throe of
us In that llttlo skiff, but by nud by we
reached tho main. And thero was
Scudder's hired boy waiting for us.

'Hello," says I. "Whoro'3 Huldy
Ann Mrs. Scudder, I mean?"

"She couldn't como," said the boy.
"But I futched the hens and things.
Here they be."

He bad the bens a dozen of 'em
Jammed Into one lath coop. The door
of It was fastened with a shaky wood
button.

'Handle 'em kind of careful," says
he. "That button undoes Itpelf somo-times.- "

"Whore's the pig?" says Hartley.
"Hero he is."
Wo could hear him. He wa'n't In a

box at all, as he'd ought to have been

We Moved Off Stately and Slow, Like
an Ocean Liner Leaving Her Dock.

according to contract, but setting la
the Band with his hind legs tied to-

gether with string, Ho was whirling
In circles with his tall for a pivot, so
to speak, and ho uoemod to be mainly
squeal, Little he was, and thin
'pearcd to sse to be thin as Nate's mill:
of human kindness bt the Heaven-lie- s

fell down and worshiped hla tike
he was a hog augol,

"Humph!" says I. "Is tbat Uie
'dear?' "

jhlm at lons mc

Well, he weighed four pound and
cost six dollars, so that's dear enough
for anybody.

I loaded tho critters Into the skiff'
the pig fairly sung psalms whllo I wat
doing It and thon the Twins ellmbe
aboard,

"All right, Bklpper," snys Van,
"Shove off."

"Just a rnlnute," says I. "What am
going to do tako tho next train?

This transport recms to be pretty well
loaded."

It was, Vr.n Brunt was on the
amidships thwart. Hartley was up In

the bow, with tho pig botween his
knco3. The chicken coop was plied In.

the stern. I ain't no dime show dwarf,
and where I was going to stow mysolf
was too much for me.

"Humph!" snya Van. "it does look
standing room only. Here, skipper;
you kneel on tho back seat. I'll row."

I didn't exactly kneel, but I strad-
dled across the storn somehow, with

the butt end of the hen roost In my lap
and my fect over each rail Just clear of

tho wet.
Nate's boy shoved us into deep wa

ter. He had to take on ills shoes ana
stockings to do it, and be was laugh-

ing so that he made ralshty poor head-wa-

"You pesky young one! says I,

losing my patience. "If you don t tena
to your Job I'll get out and duck you.

What aro you giggling at?"
"I ain't giggling," says he. 'In

pushing. I'gb! Haw! haw! Lgni
There you be!"

Ho rave us a final shove and tnen
wont back and rolled around in tho
bushes. Somebody was having a gooa

time If we wa n't.
We rnoTd off stntely and slow, like

an ocean liner leaving her dock. We

didn't have any band, but the pig and
hens furnished music The skiffs rail
was almon and my hee.a
dipped on every little wave.

Van rowed like a good one till he got

about two-third- s ot the way across.
Then the tide got a grip cn us and ho
commencod to go slower and groan.
He'd miss a stroke and we'd swing half
way around. We was going broadside
on most of the tlmo.

By and by Hartley spoke up.
"What makes this pig kick so"

says ho, like 'twas some kind of a

conundrum. The critter seemed to be
doing his best to answer It, but his
language wa'n't understandable,

"You look out he don't kick that
string off his legs," I hollers. I 'iad to
holler to make myself heard above the
choir.

He bent forward and looked down.
"Why!" says he. "I'll he shct If he
hasn't dene It already."

"Hang on to him then!" I yells. "For
the land sakes don't lot him loose."

Van Brunt gives a final groan and
stops the oars.

"No uso, skipper." he says. "My cu-

cumber recreation has put mo out
ot the race. I wouldn't row another
stroke for the control of the Standard

,OI). You'll have to be shofer the re3t
of the way."

I didn't know what a "shofer" was

and I don't know now; but I could see
trouble coming.

"Set where you be!" I shouted.
"Don't move. Thunderntlon! There
you ga!"

The pesky idiot had stood up to
stretch, leaving tho oars in the row-

locks. Course the skiff swung broad
side on and a wave knocked the star-
board overboard. Hartley seo it going

and made a jump and a grab. Ha
mUsod It, you might know, but he lot
go of tho pig.

I ripped out a lively kind of speech
and dove for the port oar. Tho hea
coop was in my way and It and me
went headfirst Into Van Brunt's shirt-fron- t.

When I got out of tho mlx-u-

both oars was ten yards astern, the
pig was doing threo laps a mlnuto over
us and under tjie thwarts and tho hens
was ull out of Jail and proud of It.
Likewise we was drifting out to sea,

"Well!" says I. "This Is nice, ain't
It? Get out, jou varmint!" This last
part was to a pullet that wns flapping
on my shoulders.

Would you believe It, all them
Heavenly loons done was to laugh.
They Just roared.

"Ho! ho!" wheops Hartley. "Oh,
doar mo! This Is worth tho price of
admission."

"Ha! ha!" cackles Van, puffing for
breath, aud shoving the pig out of his
lap. "This is the best ever! The float-in- s

garden of Eden! Or the ark! Say,
Martin; I begin to sympathize with
Noah."

"Noah sent out a dove, If I remem-
ber right," says Hartley. "Wonder it
it would work with a chicken?
Where's our Ararat, skipper?"

I was mad clean through. Here was
twice that I'd been made a fool ot on
salt water. 1 wa'n't used to It and It
hurt,

"The ark was afloat for 40 odd days;
you want to remember that," says I.
"And this skiff won't float 40 minutes,
loaded the way she is. If she drifts out-

side that point"
"Then she mustn't drift there," Baya

Van, cheerful. "I don't want to get
wot not now, with James gone. This
Is the only presentable suit I've got
left. If thin is wrecked you'll havo to
press It. Sol."

My, but I was hopping! Talking
about pressing clothes nnd us next
door to going to the bottom!

"I'll prens nothing," says I. "And
lit say right now, Mr. Van Brunt, that
I won't 'tend to them gardens. You

hoar"
Van waved his hand. "Your salary

from now on," he says, "will be "
"No, It won't. My salary's big

enouih. It's me that's short short
about 20 hours out ot the 24. It
I was two men I might do what's need-
ful, but as 'tis I enn't. I like you both
first-rat- e when you ain't too crazy
but either you'll have to get me a
helper or I'll have to quit. That Is,
If we get out of tbts mess alive, which
ain't likely."

All the time I was preaching this
way I was tusglng at the 'midihtps
thwart. Finally I got It loose and
shoved It ever the stern, I was going
to try to scoll with It.

The Heavenlles was completely up-

set. Not by the for of drowning
v mi i a uvu .mi mtv iuuj wa

Iuiak of anything but my talk et
quKHng setmtfl to knock 'em suiy,

Bgr Jovel yeu know," sa;it Vai.


